256          ,GUSTAVE FLAUBERT
"It is only a month ago since I saw him! Good
heavens! it will be the same way with us all!"
"Yes; but let us try to keep it as far away from
us as possible!"
Then there were little smiles of satisfaction; and
they even engaged in conversations entirely unsuited
to the occasion. At length, the master of the cere-
monies, in a black coat in the French fashion and
short breeches, with a cloak, cambric mourning-bands,
a long sword by his side, and a three-cornered hat
under his arm, gave utterance, with a bow, to the
customary words:
"Messieurs, when it shall be your pleasure."
The funeral started. It was the market-day for
flowers on the Place de la Madeleine, It was a fine
day with brilliant sunshine; and the breeze, which
shook the canvas tents, a little swelled at the edges
the enormous black cloth which was hung over
the church-gate. The escutcheon of M. Dambreuse,
which covered a square piece of velvet, was repeated
there three times. It was: Sable, with an arm sin-
ister or and a clenched hand with a glove argent;
with the coronet of a count, and this device: By
every path.
The bearers lifted the heavy coffin to the top of
the staircase, and they entered the building. The six
chapels, the hemicycles, and the seats were hung
with black* The catafalque at the end of the choir
formed, with its large wax-tapers, a single focus of
yellow lights. At the two corners, over the candela-
bra, flames of spirits of wine were burning.
The persons of highest rank took up their position
in the sanctuary, and the rest in the nave; and then
the Office for the Dead began.